SUN YAT SEN AND THE CHINESE REPUBLIC

heard the chimes of the English cathedral at
Shanghai, he thanked the True God of all men
for the final deliverance of the most numerous
race of the whole globe from the murderous
tyranny of the Manchu. I do not think that Sun
took any credit to himself; I think that he thought
only of his God who had made these things pos-
sible. Sun's prayers of thirty years now became
a Christian carol of praise.

Two hundred and ten miles above Shanghai, on
the Asiatic Father of Waters, lies the famous and
classic capital of Nanking. It was the center of
administration and the residence of the sis.
dynasties between the fourth and sixth centuries,
and then, centuries later, it became the capital of
the Mings. It is a great city in a fertile land,
whose productive valleys and grass-grown moun-
tains speak of the traditions of five thousand
years. It was here that the forerunner of the de-
liverance of the Chinese, the untutored but
courageous chief of the Taiping rebels, held forth
for half a generation under his banner of the
Great Peace, only at length to die by poison from
his own hand in the red shambles of his fallen
comrades. Since, at the time of his tragic end,
America was in a death-struggle over the question
of slavery of the blacks, I do not think that we
should be harsh in judging the "long-haired
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